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Z SAINT ALDHELM AKD THE DEYII^ 

What lots of goodly saints there were. 
In ages long gone by now. 

But you would find them very rare 
If you were e'er to try now. 

One saint at least each abbey had. 
With some jaw-breaking name too. 

Who cured some illness very bad 
In some one him who came to ; 

Who made perhaps a wooden leg 

For some retir'd archer ; 
Thus he who couldn't stir a peg 

Became a first-rate marcher. 

Not that we for a moiment want 
To ridicule these saints now. 

But merely for a while descant 
On scenes that fancy paints now; 

And skip back to the ol^en time. 
To see what things were done then. 

Not things poetic and sublime. 

But what the world call'd fun t}ien. 



a^XHT AUmsIM AND THfi DETIL. 3 

So reader^ if jou are inclin'd 

To search some ancient pages^ 
We'll see what legends we can find 

Of those blade letter agea. 

For then the moilks had got the start. 
Their pens the world delighting ; 

As in those days no Mr. Smart 
Gave lessons cheap in writing. 

Those rev'rend fathers wrote indeed 
Such fists as you would smile at ; 

Which those who were suppos'd to read 
More likely did revile at. 

But, I am running off the line — 

Excuse such an expression — 
Which tells of railways, I opine, 

In fact this is digr-ession. 

So now we'll go on right a-head. 
With swiftness quite astounding. 

And all that we have sung or said. 
Let echo keep resounding. 
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SAINT ALPRELU AND THB DEVIL* 

In Wiltshire somewhere northwest staiidft 
The good town of Malmesbury; 

Twas there that Will with nimble hands^ 
Liy'd^ laugh'd^ and grew so merry. 

'Twas there he scribbled aH that lore 

Each antiquary raves of; 
And tells of those who're gone before. 

And those he's seen the graves of» 

Near to the town an Abbey rose. 
With grandeur most monastic ; 

But now the creeping ivy grows 
Round ruins quite fantastic. 

Through empty cells the night-wind moans. 

And whistles 'mid the arches. 
With sounds like troubl'd spirits' groans. 

In their nocturnal marches. 

Howe'er, with this we've nought to do. 

For at the time we write of. 
The Abbey was as good as new. 

And time was then made light of. 



Thea Aimo Domini it was. 

Six hundred seventy-five, sip ; , 

Tou cannot contradict, because ^ 
You were not then alive, sir. 

The Abbey boasted fair domains j 
Along the country's border ; 

The monks were of what still remains 
The Benedictine Order* 

They feasted, fasted, much they pray'd, 
A mirthful course they ran too ; 

But when they public preaching made« 
Their feastings not a man knew. 

They Iqok'd so pious, so devout. 
And by the world forsaken. 

As if they'd something new found out, 
Just likQ old Roger Bacon. 

The Ab^t was a priest indeed. 
Who had been just installed. 

And meant to give a splendid feed ; 
Twas Aldhelm, he was called. 



SAINT ALDHE2.M AKD THE IXtnU 

If mmoiir's words might be beKeved, 

He had a store of knowledge^ 
Which, if we are not much deceiv'd. 

Would now astound a college. 

His learning deep was, and profotmd 
In Latin, Greek, and Hebrew, 

And how to square a circle round. 
Report once said that he knew. 

At length arrived th* eventful day. 

The Abbot's feast of plenty j 
With orders then to kill and slay. 

His verdures forth sent he. 

They hunted down the antler'd deer, 
And sought to bag a wild boar. 

Or when some fowl they e*er came near, 
A goose or swan they'd try for. 

Now having done all these to death. 
The monks sung many masses ; 

First catch your hare, some wise one saith. 
The words are Mrs. Glasse's. 



SAINT AT.DHET.M AND THE DBVIL. 

And wisely thinkings step the first 
In cooking them was taken^ 

The chapel with a sudden burst 
Of voices loud was shaken. 

At last^ with roastings^ broils and fries^ 
And dishes boil'd and stew'd too, 

A banquet came, which e'er defies, 
A Soyer and an Ude, too. 

The table groaned beneath its weight. 

To use a way of writing, 
Which has been much in vogue of late, 

With authors when inditing. 

The bill of fare was long indeed. 
Swans, turkies, geese, and pigeons. 

Hot venison, and what's agreed. 
We now call simply widgeons. 

I fear if Tarrell these lines read. 

He'd say I was in error. 
For turkies then, if truth be said. 

Weren't found on British terra. 



8; SAINT AT.I>WETiK AHD THX DXVtL. 

Well, perhaps this may seem absurd^ 

A £iult in the translatioxi. 
Well eat, howe'er, the doubtfiil bird^ 

Till further information. 

Besides all these, there capons were. 
Boars' heads and peacodts roasted. 

Fat rabbits stewed, and soup of hare. 
With small birds nicely toasted. 

But we must stop this list perforce. 

Of dishes in those ages. 
Or sooth to say, this long discourse 

Would occupy some pages. 

Suffice it then there good things were. 

Of ev'ry sort and kind too. 
And potent drinks, which all might share. 

Whene'er they felt inclin'd to. 

The Abbot Aldhelm took his seat. 
With pomp and much procession. 

Whene'er he took a slice of meat. 
Of thanks he made profession. 



fiAIITT ALBHELM A2tll THB DBVIL. 9 

Whilst hB a Latin grace tbn'd out 

With all his vocal power, 
The glass ran twenty minutes out. 

Up in the chapel tower. 

All things mast end beneath the sun. 

An adage truly sayeth^ 
And as the Abbot's grace is done^ 

What now the meal delayeth ? 

A horn is heard, with winding note, 

'Mid distant hills resounding. 
And rings through Tallies less remote. 

Hark! horses' hoofs are sounding. 

Straight up towards the banquet hall. 

The horse makes such a clatter. 
Surprise appears in each, and all. 

Cries Aldhelm, '' What's the matter ?" 

At this the monks look'd round about. 

As if they something feared. 
But ere a minute's space was out, 

A messenger appeared, 
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Aii*t please yon holy father^ there's. 
With your leave and permission, 

A sable knight, who says he bears 
To you a Papal mission. 

He craves a hearing, and some. food. 

And says he far has ridden. 
That weary is his charger good. 

Which he has long bestridden." 

My son, admit the knight at once. 

Give him our hearty greeting ; 
Quick — do you hear me? quick, you dunce. 

This is but churlish treating." 

'* Say, he with us to-night shall sup 

On viands rich and dainty ; 
And drain with us the brimming cup ; 

Hark ! now he's coming, aint he ? *' 

The knight who'd left his coal black steed. 
In coat of mail came clinking; . 

" A gloomy man he is indeed," 
Each holy monk was thinking. 



SAINT ALDHELM AND THE DSVUL. 11 

And striding up the Abbey Hall^ 

As rapidly as could be ; 
There black as night, erect and tall. 

Before the Abbot stood he. 



'' A blessing on thy head, my son,'^ 
Good Aldhelm said advancing ; 

'^ Cease Father, such "words now I shun. 
The knight cried, round him glancing 
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" No benison I will receive 
From Abbot, monk, or friar ; 

Until at hand I close perceive 
The min'ret of Sophia. 

" This pilgrimage I vow*d o make. 
In sackcloth of the toughest ; 

The journey with bare feet to take 
Where'er the road proves roughest." 

''A worthy act this is, in truth" 
The Abbot cried, delighted ; 

So fuU of joy he was forsooth. 
That he got quite excited. 



li SAIHT ALDHELM AFB THE BBVIL. 

The knight exclaim'd, '' Ah ! stop a bit. 
And let's get round the tftble." 

On Aldhehn's right he wotdd not sit^ 
Nor doff his hebnet sable. 

The Abbot from his right hand swung 

A pocket saint to pray to. 
And from it several relics hung. 

Which "Wonders people say do. 

Now, these things hanging round his arm 
His guest's keen eye detected. 

And though, perhaps, he meant no harm, 
To sit next them objected. 

Howe'er this may be, sure it was 
He on the left hand was seated, 

I know for certain this because 
The fact's been oft repeated. 

The knight his visor then unclosed. 

Just to permit his eating ; 
And such a ghastly face disclos'd. 

The monks were near retreating. 



SAINT ALDHEUC AND THB DSVIX.. IS 

But dinner had all-potent cbarms, - 

And wond'rous spells which bound them ; 

Forgetting all their late alarms. 

In long deep draughts they drown'd them. 

The meal went on, the goblets flew 
Round, brimming fuU of old ale,— 

Not Bass's ale, but Abbot's brew. 
Which they toss'd off by wholesale. 

The Abbot's eloquence was task'd. 

And tried beyond expression ; 
At length his mailed guest he ask'd 

When last he made confession ? 

At this he shook his plumed head. 

And then gave such a jerk, he 
Upset his ale ; then quickly said, 

" I'll take a little turkey." 

His host the conversation tum'd 

To some wise disquisition ; 
When suddenly his thoughts retum'd 

Unto the black knight's mission. 



14 SAIVT ALDHELM AND THB DSVII*. 

Says he, '' My son^ you message bore 

From our good holy father; 
Just tell me, pray, a little more, 

I'd like to hear it, rather. 

'^ When papal missives -we receire. 
With reverence we treat them ; 

Indeed, my son, you'd scarce believe 
With how much joy we greet them." 

The knight his throat began to clear. 
His horn of ale down setting ; 

Then said, " My memory's bad, I fear, 
I nearly was forgetting 

*' The errand upon which I came, 

Tou'U call it rather stupid. 
And say that some fair, bright-eyed dame, 

Has had me shot by Cupid. 

** But this, indeed, is not the case. 
My thoughts are but beguiled 

Unto a certain air-built place. 
Chateau en Espagne styled. 



SAINT ALDHBLM A!KD THB DBVIt. 15 

^' My message welcome is I hope^ 

But not^ you understand, a 
Mission from the Roman Pope, 

But from the Propaganda. 

** To fill the papal chair, 'tis said, 

A monk must be elected ; 
For by this time the old Pope's dead. 

And you they haye selected. 

*' The poor old boy felt divers ills. 
Death, ere I left, had hook'd him. 

And Holloway's far-famed pills. 
For Hades safe had book'd him. 

" So now you see I'm sent to you. 

To this fair Wiltshire town, sir. 
To ask what you would like to do. 

About the triple crown, sir." 



The worthy Abbot look'd aghast. 
As though he words were seeking ; 

At last he said, ^^ You're rather fast. 
Friend, in your ^j of speaking. 



}6 SAINT ALBBBLK AND THS DBVIL, 

" Your sent;enceiB fotm, I confess^ 

A very queer collection ; 
And many words which you express^ 

Are quaint in their selection. 

** The holy Cardinals I thank. 

For their consideration^ 
And grated that so high I rank 

In pious estimation. 

'^ That one like me, so humble, should 
Be raised to such high station. 

Astounds me so, I almost could 
Half doubt my elevation. 

'^ A fitter choice I wish they'd make. 
But 'tis so kindly proffered. 

That I cannot refuse to take 
Saint Peter's chair, when offer'd." 

The knight replied, *' What I propose, 
Tou mean then to accede to ; 

And all t}iat's needful, I suppose. 
You'll both in word and deed do. 
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'* If you become then Pope, yott see. 

With due deliberation. 
You must of this, your Abbacy, 

Make formal resignation. 

" I've got a deed tb that effect, 

A reverend clerk's inditing ; 
Of course, to sign, you won't object, 

'Tis som^ mere form in writing." 

At this he handed forth a scroll. 

Of parchment, old and musty; 
But only did that part unroll. 

Where Aldhelm's writing must be. 

Then out the worthy Abbot spoke. 

To read the vellum trying. 
Says he, " I ne'er will in a poke, 

A pig, sir, go a buying, 

" Let me these writings read, I ptay. 
Once through, at least, ere signing. 

How can I know to whom I may 
These broad lands be assigning." 



18 SAINT AIDHELM AND THX DISVIL* 

The knight he smother'd then his rage^ 
And tried a smile most winnings 

Which in this highly polish'd age 
I much fear they'd call grinning. 

" You will not execute this deed ? 

Then let the matter drop here ; 
If that's the case, there is no need 

That I should longer stop here." 

The Ahbot pondering began, ' 

Thinks he, " These things are nearly 

As puzzling as this sable man, 
Whoni I don't make out clearly. 

'' These charms I have are said to be 

Most certain at detection. 
So I will try now whether he 

To them has an objection.*' 

So musing, he his right hand placed 
The parchment to take care of; 

The knight most awfully grimaced. 
And further moy'd his chair o£f. 
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Then laugh*d good Aldbelm in his sleeve^ 

Unfolding quick the paper^ 
The moment that he did perceive 

His guest cut such a caper. 

The black knight looked 'with savage gaze^ 

When he foimd he was reading 
So quietly ; and quite a blaze 

Was from his eyes proceeding. 

The Abbot^ little minding this^ 

Went on with his perusal ; 
Says he^ '' This deed more binding is^ 

I rather think^ than txsual. 

'* A crafty wile is this, I see. 

Though nearly past believing ; 
A sharpish trick, though, this in me. 

To catch htm out deceivxag. 

" m just inform myself about 

This document most legal ; 
For I'm, his knightship will find out. 

Not easy to inveigle.*' 



90, sAimr axj)hsuc akd thb dbviu 

Suqli deed you nerer saw before, 
'Twas writ with so much cunning ; 

Toull see the meaning that it bore. 
The words as. follows running : 

** I, Abbot Aldhelm, hereby make 
This will with my consent, now. 

To sign this deed my pen I take. 
With forethought and intent now. 

" These writings I do execute 

After deliberation ; 
And settle this beyond dispute. 

With due consideration. 

** By this bond I do hereby give 
My precious soul to Satan, 

If, when the Pope has ceased to lire. 
Whose thread is near by fute sptin, 

" Saint Peter's chair I do ascend. 

And am at once elected ; 
And that he always do befriend 

Me, when IVe been selected." . . 
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At last the Abbot ceased to read 

These letters^ now made patent ; 
Says he, '^ This pleasant is, indeed. 

What nice things here are latent. 

" I'll give old Nicholas a dose, 

I fear will scarcely please him ; 
I rather think he little knows 

The way I mean to tease him.*' 

Now all this occupied less time 

Than you'ye in reading taken; 
This statement now produc'd in rhyme. 

If I am not mistaken. 

Old Nick whilst this was going on. 

And eyery observation 
His character was blowing on, 

Look'd full of indignation. 

He gnasVd his teeth, and clenched his fists. 

Sore was he disappointed ; 
And gave his legs so many twists^ 

You*d think they were disjointed. 
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Loudly the Abbot he revil'd. 
Used oaths and words abusive ; 

At this the mitred worthy smil'd^ 
Quoth he^ facts are conclusiye. 

Some salt took Aldhelm in his hand. 
O'er it pronounced a blessing ; 

Then round he turned, with visage bland. 
Black Nicholas adddressing. 



'^ Most noble knight^ this little bill 
Assures me we are well met;*' 

At this he threw the salt with skill. 
Beneath his open helmet. 

The devil quick began to howl. 
And roared in right good part too; 

Then uttered language very foul. 
Because his eyes did smart so. 

The massive hall, from floor to roof. 
The fiend with fury made shake. 

Each time he stamped his cloven hoof. 
Like some tremendous earthquake. 
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His armour flew from off his back^ 
And vanished through the ceiling ; 

His homed head^ and body black. 
With long forked tail reyealing. 

He made an effort to escape. 

But Aldhelm stood his tail on ; 
Says he, ** Nick, now you're in this scrape. 

Abuse me, pray, and rail on. 

*' But as you seem inclined to run, 

I'll hold you more securely, 
And grip your tail till I have done— 

You've no objection, surely." 

With these words he the fiend began 

From head to heel to pickle; 
Which seem'd to be not quite a plan 

That did his fancy tickle. 

He powdered him with so much salt. 

That he began to bellow ; 
At last the devil cried out, ^* Halt, 

For mercy's sake, old fellow. 
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" Indeed, I iron't behave again 
Like this, I swear by blazes ; 

I scarce can bear the horrid pain, 
I feel in sundry places." 

Quoth Aldhelm, " This is very fine, 

A trifle you're desiring; 
When you would use this soul of mine 

In hell for winter firing, 

" You can't complain if you I treat 
In this way I am guessing. 

For though may be, you're tough to eat, 
I'm but a devil dressing. 

" Your pepper box I need not fiU, 
And want of salt shan't spoil you. 

So with my culinary skill. 
How nicely I can broil you." 

This speech Old Nickey quite upset. 

And put him in a tremble ; 
Then fears cam^ after such a threat. 

Which he could not dissemble. 
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He begged for pity, then he pray'd 

The Abbot to release him; 
Now seemed to be so sore dismay'd. 

Then wrath and rage would seize him. 

At length, appearing to haye made 

His mind up on the matter ; 
The devil quite abruptly said, 

*^ Vm mad as any hatt^c 

*' What can I do ? say what you please, 

I nothing can deny you ; 
I'll put in bail to keep the peace. 

If that will satisfy you. 

** I'll make you Pope without the deed, 

A Cardinal or Bishop ; 
If with your threat you won't proceed. 

And send me as a dish up ! '* 

To this the Abbot made r^ly, 
*' With kindness you oppress me ; 

But some say you from bargains fly, 
A thing, which would disla^ess me. 

c 



S6 AAINT ALBHELM AND THX DEVIL* 

" So I agreement will have none^ 
WhicH is but as a cheat meant ; 

But you shall go, when I have done 
This little course of treatment. 

'^ I do not think you'll come again^ 
Tour humbugging to try here. 

For now you know 'tis all in vain. 
And jokes that here you buy dear. 

" Howe'er, I will invent a charm 
That you'll with sore dismay fill ; 

And cause you, I think, some alarm^ 
If you your old tricks play will. 

'^ AU salt that's e'er on table set 
Shall now receive my blessing ; 

And if you come I hope you'll get 
Just such another dressing, 

" I do declare, as I'm alive^ 
That if you do get bolder. 

Each guest shall you from table drive 
By saltj o'er the lefj^ shoulder." 
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Old Nick replied^ *' I'm sure that I 

No salt wiU ever get near ; 
And never again shall wish to try 

The welcome that I've met here." 

The Abbot then stood up and cried, 

'* To all good men here present. 
To humble down the devil's pride 

Must be indeed quite pleasant. 

*' I've shown Old Nicky that I can 
A thickish milestone see through 

As well as any other man. 

Or fiend perhaps that he knew. 

" I've bound his devilship to day, 

His visage grim and sable. 
For ever now to keep away 

When salt is thrown from table." 

He then took up a cup of gold, 

Fill'd full of water holy ; 
Which o'er his adversary old. 

For mischief he pour'd slowly. 
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Dark Nick did not approve at all 

Of this aquatic splaahing. 
Quoth Aldhelm^ '' Oh ! you needn't bawl, 

I'm m^ely water dafihing ; 

'^ Just to wash off a little salt. 

Which makes you quite an odd fish ; 

Now go yott may, but 'tis your fault 
If you look like salt codfish." 

At this the Abbot's sandal'd foot 
Nick slipp'd his tail from und» ; 

And vanish'd in a doud of soot. 
With rumblings loud as thunder. 

A smoke— ^sulphureous and thick 
As fog for London order'd — 

Made each good firiar feel quite sick. 
And some on stupes b<»:dered. 

• 

Thus ended Nicholas this freak. 
For mischief most distinguish'd ; 

Or rather, properly to speak. 
Thus Aldhelm him extinguished. 
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The Abbot pious^ oft 'tis said 

By those who old deeds fish up^ 
Was for his well-known learning made 

Of Sherborne's see the bishop. 

Their information quite correct 

I shouldn't be surprised was ; 
But none this £ict can e'er suspect^ 

That Aldhelm canonized was. 

When dead^ they made him out a saint. 
And said that he worked wonders ; 

But I don't know if these things mayn't 
Be merely stupid blunders, 

I've often heard, from sources good. 
That although christen'd Aldhehn, 

The people in the neighbourhood 
Always Saint Salthim called him. 

And in conclusion, let me say. 

Ere I end this narration. 
That I'll give, if you say I may. 

On salt a dissertation. 

c 2 
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A certain Bobeit Howard now 
Has written much about it ; 

And says, that he can plainly show 
That we are best without it. 

Of Mrs. Lot's unhappy change 

He offers explanation, 
By means of facts beyond the range 

Of modem inforraatioiL 

He calls it the forbidden fruit. 
Or food, and downright poison ; 

And says, that 'tis the hidden rooC 
Of each ill that annoys one. 



We now must Howard's pardon ask 

For flatly contradicting 
Him ; and then commence our task 

Of a 
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He calls it fruity wliat Unit's not said ; 

Eve's apple we have Heard of. 
But we're sure people never read 

Dame Eve such things absurd of. 

I rather think such fruit she would 

Ne'er take from tree or thicket ; 
For our part we are sure we should 

Not be incliu'd to pick it. 

Now, it is known of Mrs. Lot, 
That she — for some small fault of 

Hers — upon the very spot 
Was made a lump of salt of. 

Lot was a good man, I've no doubt. 
And near struck dumb with horror. 

When he was bidden, bolted out 
From Sodom and Gomorrah. 

As old Lot's better half, his wife. 

By most folks styled would be. 
Such super excellence in life 

In salt, must surely good be. 
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'Tis certain such an article 
At our hands well deserveth^ 

When ev*ry little particle 
Both pickles and preserreth. 

On Howard we don't wish to cast 

The slightest imputation ; 
But hope our arguments are past 

The power of confutation. 

Now reader, our farewell we take. 
And end these lines with no fuss ; 

Then lastly, this quotation make, 
*' Finis coronat opus " 
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Most excellent reader, we cannot bid you adieu 
without a few more parting words. We really must 
trespass a litti.e longer on your kindness, in order to 
return you our sincere thanks for the leniency which 
(we confidently hope from the extraordinary 
derelopment of the organ of benevolence in your 
cranium), you intend to show in criticising our humble 
attempt to poortray, truly and fidthfully, the leading 
events in the pious life of the mitred and saintly 
Aldhelm. We w«re originally induced to make liie 
preceding legend known to the public, by seeing the 
advertisement of a treatise on 12ie demerit of SaU, in 
which everylSiing saline is designated *' The forbidden 
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fruit, or food of man." How SaU comes to be " for- 
bidden fruit/' is quite beyond our power of discern- 
ment, unless it be something after the same manner of 
deduction, as the deriyation of King Pepin from oim€p, 
fprtp, wTtp. The treatise frirthermore promises to 
explain the ''Pillar of Salt," which we really think 
would be indeed a boon to society ; as it has always been a 
perfect anomaly to us that Lot's wife, whom, on account 
of her bad behayiour, we should not consider worth her 
9dlt, should haye been placed in such a dreadful ptekle. 
In conclusion, we beg to state that if any incrednlous 
person or persons, should, at any time or times, haye 
tuisurance enough to doubt the facta of the aboye 
narration, they haye our full and hearty permission to 
inyestigate any manuscripts connected with the Abbey of 
^almesbury, they may be fortunate enough to find, and to 
use their best endeayours to bring forward eyidence 
contradictory of the foregoing statements. If they 
succeed in fheir researches, and are able to undermine 

» 

file groundwork of the tale, it will merely proye 
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it to be a work of fiction at the base, with a super- 
Btnicture omamented by a lively imagination^ and 
no worse than many another medisDyal or modem 
miracle. If, however, on the other hand, we triumph, 
(as is sure to be the case,) the objection of his Satanic 
Majesty to place himself on any one's right hand from 
his supreme love of everything wrimg, and his par- 
ticular dislike to salt being thrown at him over the lefb 
shoulder, by crossing the breast with the right arm, wUl 
be handed down as facts to posterity. We shall also 
have proved how inestimable is the much abused saU, 
and shall have the pleasure of seeing ranked among 
other important and off repeated legends, that of 
Saint Aldhelm and the Devil. 
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A L£G£ND OF LAITCASHIEE. 



Most gracioiis Muse, P^^J condescend 

To help me with this story^ 
Which truth to say^ doth chiefly tend 

Unto a tailor's glory. 

The worlds perchance^ will think that I, 

After this invocation^ 
Am in that state of Ixmacy, 

Term'd mental aberration. 

But that is not at all the case^ 

I'm sane as any other ; 
These sequent facts in rhyme to place, 

'Tis gives me all this bother. 

D 
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The facts come rights the words do not ; 

But with your kmd permission^ 
I'll tell the story that I've got. 

Alone, on one condition. 

You must allow me ev'xy aid, 

I want it, and I know it ; 
A rhymer never has been made, — 

One must be bom a poet. 

Classics, like Ovid, I can't write. 
Nor verses blank like Milton ; 

Tried I Byronics to indite. 
They'd not appear the Stilton. 

If Wordsworth's pastorals I ape 
I shall be deem'd most silly. 

And might as well attempt to shape 
Out plays, like Avon*s Willy. 

Of Tennyson or Walter Scolt, 

I'll try no imitation. 
A mimic certainly shall not 

Be e'er my designation. 
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I'll use a fstyle but littLe known. 

To give you satisfsxtdon ; 
And scenes, good reader, shall be shoin&. 

Of serio-comic action. 

I'U try some jokes, but I suspect. 
Like port, they rather tawney are. 

And in these Hnes you'll not detect 
A punster's Califomia. 

A moral too, this tale shall bear. 

These piquancies to soften ; 
Howe'er, I'll take the utmost care. 

It sha'nt appear too o&en ; 

It shall be merdy used by me. 

When it is de^n'd expedient ; 
And wanting there may seem to be 

Some little mild ingredient. 

However, let's away with doubt 

Concerning style, no more I 
Will all these trifles think about. 

But start off with my story. 
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And if the reader thinks he knows 
My faults of word or letter^ 

He's only got the book to close^ 
And go and write a better. 

I don't assume a place too high^ 
I know my proper level ; 

But to unfold the tale I'U try 
Of the o'er-ridden devil. 

'Twixt Clitheroe and Gisbome town 
Mike Waddington resided^ 

As Michael he was mostly known. 
O'er shears and goose presided. 

Mike made up. garbs of ev'ry sort. 
Their divers shapes deciding ; 

'Twas said like Charity his forte, 
W„ .», ™. in L^. 

To him the villagers all went. 
With garments torn and tatter'd ; 

Well Michael mended ev'ry rent. 
And for his ^kill was flatter'd. 
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He put in stitches everywhere. 

Till it became a wonder 
How after so much tailor's care 

Clothes ever came asunder. 

The parson's coat appear'd to be 

One mass of Mike's repairing : 
The olden cloth you could not see, 

'TwsCs patches he was wearing. 

As long as Michael work'd 'twas well. 

In came the money clinking ; 
But sad's the secret I've to tell, — 

The tailor lov'd much drinking. 

As soon as he some cash had got. 

No more at home remain'd he. 
But like a horrid, drunken sot. 

The tapster's tankard drain'd he. 

His thirst continued just as long. 

As credit him was given. 
And when he found his balance wrong, 

He back to work was driven. 
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And there he to his sorrow founds 

Such an accumulation 
Of sleeveless coats and hoi»e tmsoimd. 

He stitched in desperation. 

Thus he went on^ with work and drink 

In rapid alternations^ 
Nor gave a moment's time to think 

Between his deep potations. 

Now Michael had a loTing wife^ 
Nam*d Martha, Tulgo, Matty, 

Who toil'd at home for very life. 
When at the ale house sat he. 

But though he sober seldom was 

(I mean not very often). 
He never thresh'd his wife because 

Her tears his heart would soften. 

Thus Matty lived through all these rows. 
Her many troubles bearing ; 

And like a willing, xiseful spotise, 
She did a little charing. 
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So she a few penee sometimes got 

By working hsad, and toiling. 
And thus contrived to keep the pot 

(In common phrase) a boiling. 

But Martha's praises I won't sing. 

Her many charms or graces. 
For that is not at all the thing. 

And really out of place is. 

She shall appear in all due course. 

And in her proper station; 
Her virtues I must leave perforce 

To your great penetration. 

One ev'ning at the village tap, 

Mike Waddington was seated; 
He'd been indulging in a nap. 

But noise his sleep defeated. 

The gossips of the place were there. 

For converse and reflection ; 
Mine host's October brew to share, 

Caus'd likewise their collection. 
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The village baxber left his trade, 

His razor, and his basin ; 
The smith no longer horse-shoes made. 

Huge equine hoofs to place on. 

The ringer of the old church bells 

Was talcing a siesta, 
An d tried with jokes he ever tells. 
The village belles to pester. 

And others of the village nobs 
Sat drinking, talking, laughing ; 

Around those hospitable hobs. 
Loudly each other chaffing. 

Poor Mike had drain'd his cup quite dry. 

And drain'd his credit drier. 
So there he sat with troubled eye. 

Gazing straight into the fire. 

** Would I the master's lacquey were. 
His stable groom, or errand lad ; 

For then strong ale without a care 
Gould in plenteous draughts be had." 
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Scarce Michael o'er his empty pot 
These envious words had utter'd. 

When, lo ! the flames blazed red and hot. 
And all the candles splutter'd. 

A civfl stranger entered in. 

And bow'd all round politely. 
When all at once there ceas'd the din 

Of scandals spoken lightly. 

What caus*d this very odd effect. 

And stopp'd their conversation. 
Was far firom easy to detect, . * 

But there was a cessation. 

The stranger's costume might be said 

To be neat, but decided ; 
To cover his broad ample head 

A black wig was provided. 

Upon the top of this, a hat 

High peak'd and colour'd sable, 
With buckle, band, and rosette sat. 

As well as it was able. 

D 3 



46 THB DtJLB UPO* DtlW. 

But something underneath there seem'd^ 
Which no one could discoyer^ 

Something of which no person dream'd. 
The hat disliked to coyer. 

His cane as ebony was black. 

With head that shone quite golden, 

Sable the coat upon his back. 
Perhaps a little olden. 

The new comer was rather short. 
Thickset and not well made too ; 

His dress if we may trust report 
Was great attention paid to. 

His keen eyes pierced through ev*ry one. 

And never pleasant looked. 
But shot forth malice, more than fun. 

His nose was long and hooked. 

Way for the stranger each one made. 

And to him all deferred. 
But in the light he never staid. 

The shadow he preferred. 
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He lik'd to gaze on those arotmd^ 

Free from all obseTvation; 
His Yoice was now the first to sounds 

And commence conyersation. 



it 
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Pleasant the night abroad^ I trow/^ 
The new comer said^ winking. 
Far pleasanter in here 'tis thoogh," 
The clowns around were thJnking. 



From Mike the empty tankard passed. 
His chain of mxxsing breaking ! 

" 'Tis moonlight," he obserred at last 
From drowsiness awaking. 

'* Nay friend," replied the strimger dark, 
'' But all the stars shine clearly. 

And as to seeing one small spark. 
One can ten millions nearly. 

^' The snow lies crisp upon the ground 
Like one vast sheet of whiteness. 

As plain as Fendle all around 
Is seen from yery brightness. 
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These piercing eyes bo troubl'd Mike, 
He voted tliem a great bore ; 

And this, in them he did not like. 
They follow'd him the room o'er. 

They seem'd to scorch his yery heart. 
And put him in a tremble ; 

An4 such a dreadful fear impart 
Which he coxdd ill dissemble. 

The tailor's nerves were far from weak 
Not given much to shaking. 

But somehow now he could not speak. 
And was all over quaking. 

His liquor Mike had finished quite. 
And eager was for starting. 

To get clear from the stranger's sight 
Much quicken'd his departing. 

He ne'er before had anxious been 
To leave while there was drinking. 

But now how space could intervene 
Betwixt them he was thinking. 
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With speed he mov*d towardfi the door^ 

Then felt a little bolder ; 
Those eyes were fixed as before, 

"When he peep'd. o*er his shoulder. . 

Across the threshold swi£t he ran 

His homeward way pursuing. 
That dark grim face the little man 

With wond'rous speed enduing. 

Fire minutes scarce had he been gone 
When, hark ! he stood and listen'd ; 

His ear, a footstep fell upon. 
And two bright eyeballs glisten'd ; 

He saw them shine beneath that hat 

With glance so sharp and cruel. 
And now his heart went pit-^a-pat. 

The stranger black he knew well. 

His knees which always inward bent 

Now fairly smote together. 
And certainly did him prevent 

From shewing the white feather. 
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The black man with the ugly beak 
Was quickly at his side now, . 

But Mike could not a sentence speak, 
Or utter if he tried now. 

" You're going home, pray is it far ? " 
The stranger dark commences, 

Mike said he was. '^ I know you are. 
But how so soon dispenses 



'* The landlord with your friendly aid 

And company so cheerful ? " 
Says Mike, ^^ Because that he'll be paid. 

But slow by me he's fearful. 

" My money is all gone I trow, 

I hav'nt got a penny. 
And as for credit, well I know 

That he won't give me any." 

The stranger ssdd, " Whose fault is this ? " 

And seem'd to be surprised, 
" Thou may'st enjoy both wealth and bliss, 

" If thou wilt be advised." 
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Mike star'd at him, as well lie might. 

With eyes ope'd wide asunder. 
To view things in this pleasant light 

Fill'd him quite ftill of wonder. 

Biches thus easily to get 

To Mike appeared quite charming; 
And now the stranger he had met. 

Was not at all alarming. 

Mike look'd at him from head to heel. 

And soon to speak was heedful. 
For quickly he began to feel 

A longing for the needful. 

Says he at once, " Then will you give 

Me all this information ; 
Till now this fact has, as I live, 

Escap'd my penetration. 

" Listen, you are a pauper wretch. 

And scarce can earn your dinner, 
I think the picture that I sketch 

Should please a hungry sinner. 
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How 'tis procor^d^ sure matters not^ 
If you have wealth in plenty. 

Of pleasures all that can be got 
And drink enough for twenty." 

This set poor Michael's soul athirst, 
Though by the stranger firighten'd ; 

He bolder was, than at the first. 
And long'd to be enlighten'd. 

*^ I once was poor, pray understand," 
The dark man said, '^ but knowing 

'Twas folly I grew wiser, and — 
Soon riches came in flowing. 

'' I now possess large heaps of gold. 

Quite equal to a placer. 
My wealth in silver is untold 

Besides in metals baser." 

At this there was an awful pause, 

His sable friend awaiting 
Whate'er results this speech might cause 

In Michael while debating. 
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The tailor listened greedily^ 

He further news eii^cted^ 
That he wotdd hear right speedily ; 

His thoughts were soon detected. 

The stranger now again began — 
** Have you never heard mention 

Of how a poor and needy man 
By Satan's intervention ? '* 
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Oh, save us merci, — '* poor Mike said. 
But here was stopped quickly. 
Hold," fiercely roar'd the stranger dread- 
The tailor felt quite sickly. 



In that strong hand his trembling wrist 

Now firmly was enclosed. 
Giving his bones a harder twist 

Than well can be supposed. 

'^ Another outcry and believe ^ 

Me, I'll not stir a finger. 
But you to misery will leave 

To hunger, starve, and linger. 
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" Back to your work you may return. 
Your stitches, seams, and patches, 

A chance like this, 'tis then you'll learn. 
Not ev'ry man that catches." 



Michael at this profess'd regret. 
Said, " Quiet that he would be 

And if his speech he could forget 
The stranger 'd very good be. 
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Appeas'd by this, the other said, 
*^ You money now are needing. 

And ne'er before to harm has led 
So common a proceeding. 

" How many in this world, like fools. 

Are to starvation driven. 
Because they will not use such tools 

As oft to Lm are given! 

" Accomplish this you can with ease. 

But don't be in a flurry, 
'Twill in two minutes, if you please. 

Be done, and without hurry. 
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*' Tlie wond'roQS secret tell to me,** 
Cried Mike, the hlack man eyeing. 

For all his fean appear'd to be 
Away widi speed now flying. 






Well, then," the stranger grim replied. 
If yon indeed are willing, 
I shall be truly gratified. 
My promise by fiilfilling. 

'' First, three times backward yon most say 

Two Atcs without dropping 
A single word, and then yon may 

Three creeds without once stopping. 

" Throe paternosters then repeat. 

Without one interference ; 
Then stamping hard with both your feet. 

Demand the fiend's appearance ; 

" He'll qome and tell you what to do. 

And how, with expedition. 
You can the proper course pursue 

To realize your vision." 
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At these words a sensatioii queer. 

The tailor £elt all over ; 
He thought, perchance, it was '^ the beer. 

Nought else could he discoyer. 

Upon the stranger's form he look'd. 

No difference he saw there ; 
His dingy garb and beak so hook'd. 

The same were as before there* 

Mike, now that he approach'd his home. 
Of Mat's wrath felt in dang^ ; 

'Twas bad enough for him to roam, 
But bringing back a stranger,. 

He knew quite well would M»t ioBgwA, 

And yet the obligaticm— 
He ought to ask his friend^ but must 

Not press the inyitatioia. 

While Michael thus was wandering. 
The pros and eons revolving ; 

The stranger eheck'd his pondering. 
His difficulties solving. 
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Says he, " I've work much forther on. 

Which vanteth my attention ; 
Good night, that subject think upon. 

The trouble pray don't mention*" 

Mike spent the whole of that l<mg nig^t 

In thought and rumination ; 
And still, when broke the morning lxght« 

Was in deliberation. 

The deed he felt was not quite right, 

'Twas wrong in fact to do it ; 
But that his prospects were not bright. 

The tailor, too, well knew it. 

While he thus argued with himself. 

His good resolves were shaking ; 
And thoughts, urged by the love of pelf. 

Now rapid strides were making. 

Thinks he, ^^ I merely wish to know. 

How wealth may be obtained ? 
No further need the matter go, "" 

Because I've knowledge gained ; 
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*' If wicked it shall seem to be, 
I'll let the whole thing drop, then ; 

And if it wrong shall chance to be, 
I'll not a minute stop, then." 

Thus predetermined how to act. 
Though oft his conscience pricked ; 

Deluded Mike went to transact 
This business yery wicked. 

A lonely spot he quite well knew, 
The river close by flowing ; 

Where thick the waving rushes grew. 
And where* the breeze was blowing. 

But faintly shone the morning sun. 

Upon this operation ; 
'Twas early, still, when he'd begun 

His mighty incantation. 

When Michael did the spell begin, 
A qualm made him feel fanny ; 
'* Surely," thinks he, " 'tis not a sin. 
To want a little money." 
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Upon his stomacli sometliing weigh'd^ 

A kind of dull oppression ; 
So down upon the grass he laid^ 

By way of a digression. 

When he tried to pronounce the spell. 

Some horror him appalled ; 
But he, whene'er his courage fell. 

The stranger's words recalled. 

'^ 'Tis a proceeding far jfrom rare," 

The tailor kept repeating, 
'^ The world must all be well aware," 

And thus his conscience cheating. 

This gives to him a courage new. 

Again to work now sets he. 
And in the task he 's got to do. 

His many fears forgets he. 

Just as the last word has been said, 
Mike's fill'd with dread and wonder. 

For bang, bang, bang, goes o'er his head, 
A rolling clap of thunder. 

E 
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And now before him fierce there stands. 
His summons quick obeying, 

The arch-fiend of those burning lands. 
The tailor quite dismaying. 

The demon said, " Thou caitiff base," 
In voice both loud and awful, 

** Why hast thou brought me to this place 
By magic spell unlawful ?" 

But ne'er a word the tailor spoke. 
The fiend was unenlightened. 

But seem'd to think it quite a joke, 
The tailor was so frighten'd. 

'^ Answer me truly, if you can," 
Again the fiend's voice rumbPd, 

The wretched ninth part of a man 
Upon his knees now tumbl'd. 

At length Mike said, or rather cried, 

" I didn't go to call ye : 
Oh, mercy ! oh, what will betide. 

Ah, what will now befall me ?" 
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" Thou liest, thou audacioiiB dunce^ 

Tou'd much better not do it. 
If you don't tell the truth at once, 

I warn you that you'll rue it. 

" 111 take you back to hell with me, 

K you're a&aid of naming 
Your wants, and of that place, youH see 

Th' accounts are not too flaming." 

The wretched mortal now fell down 

Upon his £aLce before him ; 
A tremor, too, from heel to crown 

Quite ague-like pass'd o'er him. 

Says Mike, ^' Oh pardon, I confess, 

I want a little riches ; 
I'm poor and wearied with distress. 

And by my seams and stitches." 

" Good," says the demon, with a smile, 
" You'd best make me your banker ; 

All of you poverty revile. 
For riches all men hanker. 

s 2 
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^' Each cliild of Adam ever cries^ 
' Give, give,' and ne*er 's contented. 

All seek for gold, with greedy eyes. 
Till they are nigh demented. 

'^ You but yourself alone can blame. 

If you don't soon get riches ; 
And take down from your shop your name. 

And leave off making breeches. 

^^ To thee three wishes I will give. 

Which may by thee be used ; 
And I'm as certain, as you live. 

That they will be abused." 

Now at this speech the rogue was glad. 

And loudly he exclaimed, 
'^ If but one wish by me be had. 

Two others sha'n't be named." 

" How know*st thou that ?" the demon said. 
With look so wild and glaring, 

" The fancies of thy thick-skull'd head 
Are really quite past bearing." 
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This pnt a stop to Mike's delight. 

His new-bom joy departed ; 
And f nil three yards from sheer aflSdght 

The tailor backwards started. 

" Before this £iyonr 's granted, thongh," 

The fiend said, rather nettled, 
" There's something must be done, you know, 

A trifling matter settl'd." 



This trifle, did the tailor pose, 
TTi« quondam fears increasing — 

" What's that?" says he, and rubs his nose. 
So hard it sets him sneezing. 

'^ A contrast must be signed and seal'd. 

And also be delivered ;" 
When from the fiend this sentence peal'd. 

The hapless mortal shiver'd. 

*' A contract 1 dear me, and for what ? 

My bond 's not worth a penny. 
For nulla bona 's all I've got. 

You truly don't want any." 
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*^ For form's sake," said the fiend, *' alone. 

This contract I'm desiring. 
That some acknowledgement be shown 

For what you are acquiring. 

" Another way there is, you know. 

This debt to me of paying, 
A trifle which you can bestow. 

The whole amount defraying 



" To wit, that you do now agree. 
To give up hopes of heaven ; 

And that you bear me company. 
When years have gone by, seven. 
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" Me ! " shrieked the tailor, terrified, 

" I'll not on this condition 
Receive your gifts, if I must ride 

With you down to perdition. 

" Your wealth and riches you may keep. 

Arch-demon, most officious ; 
I certainly don't wish to reap 

A harvest so pernicious." 
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" You wretched fool," with fniy great 
The fiend now londly thundered ; 

His voice put Mike in such a state. 
He fidrly backwards blunder'd. 

" If you don't sign, you soon will find 

That I will stand no banter. 
But take you, I've made up my mind. 

With me to hell instanter. 

" For, let me tell you, those who call 

For aid upon the devil. 
Into his power surely fidl. 

Because the act is evil. 

" You'd better £ai contented be. 

Honour and wealth I proffer ; 
Another I should like to see 

Who'd make as good an offer. 

" What say'st thou? the case I state ; 

This contract wilt thou sign now ? 
It matters not, at any rate. 

Thy wretched soul is mine now." 
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'Twas thus the apostate angel spake^ 
His gloomy wings forth spreading ; 

The pounce he seem'd about to msLke^ 
His helpless victim dreading. 

Infuriate wrath within him boils^ 
'Gainst Michael unresisting. 

His long fork'd tail in divers coils 
With anger now was twisting. 

The tailor now tum'd in his mind 
• What plan he ought to follow. 
But sorely vexed was he to find. 
The fiend had beat him hollow. 

Of argument he'd not one ounce. 
For aU his wits were scattered ; 

He did not much like to renounce 
Hopes which his fancy fiatter'd. 

It seem'd for him that there was no 

Alternative provided ; 
That he must sign the bond or go^ 

At once was quite decided. 
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he^ '' What riches I may have. 
And seTen years to use them ; 
This will from present torment saye 
Me^ so I'd better choose them. 

*' Besides, who knows, in seven years 
What course I may be shaping ; 

Perhaps ere that, from all my fears 
I'll find means of escaping.'* 

Thns Mike, determin'd how to act. 
To sign the bond consented. 

Though that he'd e'er come to transact 
This business he repented. 

The fiend said " Tou consent, 'tis good, 
Mike's words his wrath appeasing. 

And from his hand a drop of blood 
The demon began squeezing. 

The hellish contract was unroU'd, 

Mike's blood was used for signing. 
The wretched yictim thus was sold, 
[is soul to hell resigning. 
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According to th' infernal laws^ 
The contract was completed 

Betwixt the two; but truly was 
The tailor basely cheated. 

And with another thund'ring peal. 
The prince of evil vanished; 

At once did hapless Michael feel 
His peace of mind was banish'd. 

The whole to him, in that lone spot. 
Was like a vision seeming ; 

Had he been sleeping ? surely not ; 
Had he been only dreaming ? 

No, that small wound upon his hand. 
From which the blood was oozing, 

Made him but too well understand. 
All he had just been losing. 

Sad and dejected home he went. 
But slowly back returning. 

One dismal thought did him torment. 
One thought his brain was burning. 
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He tried to sit in tailor's style^ 

His counter's top to mount to^ 
But his work^ for a length of wbile. 

He could on no account do. 

Matty^ her work had nearly done. 

And dinner was preparing. 
But Michael, appetite had none. 

Their meagre fare for sharing, 

A collop and an oaten cake. 

That morning from a neighbour, 
Matty had be^i compell'd to take 

In payment for hard labour. 

A dinner such, most frugal was. 

But better far than many, 
A meal they often had, because 

Sometimes they had not any. 

The real cause. Mat could not make 

Out, of poor Mike's dejection. 
Not one small morsel would he take. 

But seem'd lost in reflection. 
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^^ Remorse of him has taken hold^'^ 
The gentle Mat was thinking, 
He*s got the dumps, as oft of old. 
He had them after drinking." 

Silent before the grate he sat. 
Watching the embers dying. 

To all the speeches made by Mat, 
No single word replying. 






Why, Mike, I say," she kindly cried. 
Cheer up, man, sure what ails thee ? 

This coUop eat, *tis nicely fried. 
Thy appetite ne'er fails thee ? 

*' A wish a bad stitch won't undo. 
So it's of no use fretting; 
I hate to see a man look blue. 
His spirits quite upsetting. 
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I will not grumble if you like. 

Your fancies thus indulging, 
'Twould do you good, though really, Mike, 

Your cares to me divulging. 



THB DUI.B UPO* BUH. 73 

^ If by more collops, you miglit be^ 
From spirits low preyented^ 
I wish we'd two^ and then you'd be 
A little more contented." 

Scarcely the last words of this wish 

Had been by Martha utter'd. 
When in a twinkling in the dish 

A smoking rasher splntter'd. 

At this the tailor^ with a hop. 

Up from his musing started. 
And at the hotly steaming chop 

A look of fear he darted. 

'' Oh! woman ! woman ! " out he cried, 

For he was angry, rather, 
'* Ere thy wish had been gratified 

I wish you had been ferther." 



Immediately poor Mat was gone, 
Whisk'd off by powers magic. 

And Michael, now, was left alone 
In attitude qidte tragic. 
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*^ Oh me ! oh me !" the tailor said, 
*^ Oh dear ! what shall I do now ? 
Poor Matty's quite as bad as dead ; 
IVe one wish left, 'tis true now. 

" As but one wish remains to me. 
Of it I must be chary. 
In using it I ought to be 
Particularly wary." 

Th' afflicted Michael, quite upset. 
Was, by this mishap double. 

And all that night no rest could get. 
For thinking of his trouble. 

He ponder'd what his wish should be. 
His thoughts to money turned, 
*' 'Tis dreadful, truly," now thinks he, 
*' How little I have earned." 

Howe'er it was, come he could not 

To a determination. 
His head had now so puzzled got 

By all his botheration. 
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Round him he looked for relief^ 

The house was all disorder'd ; 
He now thought of his wife with grief. 

And on distraction horder'd. 

The fire went out, Mike dropp'd a tear. 
Now nought was left to brighten 

The house. '^ I wish poor Mat was here,'* 
Says he, '* my cares to lighten." 

And now, at an electric pace, 
"With Mike*s third wish complying. 

Again, to her accustomed place. 
His loYiDg spouse came flying. 

The tailor, now, was desp'rate grown. 

He felt his goose was cooked. 
And wish'd that he had let alone 

All ways so wrong and crooked. 

The eause of all his trouble now 

To Martha he revealed, 
Telling her when, and where, and how. 

His fate had thus been sealed. 
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At his unlucky staxs he rail'd^ 
Against the fiend inveighing ; 

The wretched man kept saying : 



*^ We still are as we were of old, 
Saye that I'm lost for ever ; 
To Satan, I myself have sold. 
And &om my bond can't sever. 



»» 



The tailor now began to weep. 

Sore was his lamentation ; 
And Matty's anguish was as deep 

From true commiseration. 

Whether to faint she ought or no 

A long while she debated ; 
At length her tears had ceas'd to flow. 

Her grief was much abated. 

Says Matty, " Michael, it's no use 
Our long at this gait greeting. 

There must be some means, if you choose. 
The devil of defeating. 
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'* Now, if you follow my advice, 
Unto the parson hieing. 
He'll set you quite free, in a trice. 
And send your bond a flying." 
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The gutter jump from to the ditch, 
Alas!" said Michael, sighing. 

They'd burn me there for an he witch — 
A pleasant way in dying. 



" I should a devil's limb be nam'd. 
Such evil ways for knowing : 
And with much justice might be blam'd 
For thus away now throwing, 

'* The seven years I've yet to run 
To hell at once resigning 
My soul. No Mat, it can't be done, 
So there's no use repining ; 

" Let's make the best of what we've left; 
But I have just been thinking, 
A man must be of sense bereft 
Who taketh to hard drinking. 
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" If e'er I seek Giles Chatbum's tap. 
Or sit in my old corner, 
I wish — but that's not worth a rap. 
My wishes now all gone are. 

"I'll sober be and work a bit. 
Together money scraping ; 
And who can tell but I may hit. 
On some way of escaping." 

Martha her joy could not repress 

At this determination. 
For more than she could well express. 

It gave her consolation. 

" Who knows," says she, '* but after all. 
Though now we ill are faring. 

Some good unto our lot may fall. 
Some blessing be preparing ?" 

The taHor's head, with sigh full deep 

Despondingly was shaken. 
But ever firmly did he keep 

The good resolves he'd taken. 
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His boon companions he cut dead^ 
Defied their taunts and sneering ; 

To Chatbum's tap ne'er was he led. 
In spite of all their jeering. 

The tailor, (for it dear he paid) 

A warning had received. 
Which such a deep impression made. 

It scarce could be believed. 

An alter'd man Mike now became. 

Against his sorrow striving ; 
And to her joy the worthy dame 

Soon saw how they were thriving. 

He'd cash in hand, and work to do. 

The house was gamish'd newly; 
They had a jug of their own brew. 

And meat in plenty truly. 

Mike ne'er stirr'd out excepting when 

His customers desired. 
No longer was he absent then 

Than really was required. 
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But Still he was in spirits low^ 

As one might haye expected ; 
The dreadful thought which ne'er would go. 

Made him wan and dejected. 

The course of time had quickly run. 
Than usual Mike thought faster ; 

The seventh year was well nigh done. 
Replete with sad disaster. 

One night as they together sat. 
The tailor looked quite wretched ; 

Says he, " My time is short now. Mat," 
And then a sigh he fetched. 

'* Nay," says the dame, " but let us hope 

You may escape this evil ; 
That Heav*n may give you strength to cope 

With this most subtle devil. 

'* Besides, you've nothing gained by 
The bond you've thus receipted. 

The fiend's demand you'd best defy. 
And tell him you've been cheated. 
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A recompense for giving nought. 

Cannot be well expected. 
I'm sure of this you must have thought. 

If you had but reflected." 

Mike nothing said, his head he shook. 

And then he went on musing. 
He gave his wife a doubting look. 

All her advice refusing. 

As sure as eggs is eggs," he said. 

At length the silence breaking ; 
'* When comes the time, the demon dread. 

Will me with him be taking. 

But Mat, you know, an old man is. 

Now close by Sidley living : 
Perhaps he'd help me out of this. 

Some good advice by giving." 

Matty replied, *' that very good 

Appeared Mike's suggestion ; 
And were she him, she really should 

Go there and ask the question." 
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He, with his sharp and piercing eyes. 

Inquisitively peered ; 
With looks betokening surprise 

At Michael as he neared. 

*' What is your errand here, my son?" 
The good man now inquired ; 

" What deed of evil have you done ? 
What wrongful thing desired ? " 
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Into temptation, very sad, 

IVe fallen," Mike exclaimed ; 

But thought, although my case was bad, 
Your counsel might be claimed." 



'^ My son, by Heaven oft 'tis will'd 
That we should thus be humbled ; 
And that our fates may be fuMll'd, 
We're into trials tumbled. 
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The source of all thy trouble tell, 
With penitent submission ; 

I also fain would know as well 
The point of thy petition. 
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" Before the prince of lies I've been. 
The tailor small says weeping ; 

" And I am now, alas ! I ween. 
The consequences reaping." 
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I hope you'ye not been led, my son. 

With evil arts to tamper ; 
For if such wickedness you've done. 

Your soul with sin you hamper." 

" Yea, but I have, though, and I fear 
My fault is past repairing, 

I'm doom'd to helL My time is near. 
Cries Michael, quite despairing. 

'^ My son, thy sin is great indeed. 
But not quite past remission, 

A remedy has been decreed 
For those who feel contrition. 

" By heaven no poor sinner's deadi 

Has ever yet been willed. 
Who with repentant sorrow saith. 

My heart with grief is filled. 
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" In pref rence to your soul have you. 
For worldly wealth been caring. 

For souls by plans like these, 'tis true 
The devil's fond pf snaring." 

" Nay, truly, but he firighten'd me. 
By threatenings most awful. 

And made me 'gainst my will agree. 
To sign a bond unlawful. 

*^ When seven years had passed away. 
By that bond I consented, 

For ever to become his prey. 
And be by him tormented." 



" My son, indeed thy danger's great, 
I scarce know what can save thee ; 

To seal thee to thy fearful fate. 
The demon something gave thee ? 

" Equivalent you must have had ; 

That you have nought received. 
Would be a bargain very bad. 

Which can't be well believed." 
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Upon toe padtcnt Ids ere 

The hemdt stemlr fixed. 
But vidi hk look of g t iulm f . 

Was one of pixj mixed, 

Conlzniies he, ^ You'Te idlj spent 
The piioe of yonr damnatuxi. 

And nov joa praj that aid be lent 
T^on, fixr its abnegation. 

" AhhcHigh I'd mj ansistance gire 
The fiend's plans in defeating^ 

I win not help joo, as I lire. 
In e'en the dcril cheating." 

At this the tailor w^ed his eyes, 
^ Yon are indeed mistaken. 

Most rer'rend fiither," loud he cries, 
^ Nought but a fiEoe of bacon 



^ Haye I recetred firom the dheat ; 

B J US it ne'er was tasted, 
Bnt quickly dirown into the street. 

And thns my wish was wasted." 
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Michael to him did then relate 
His tale from the beginning. 

The reason of his present state. 
And of his bygone sinning. 

The hermit mus'd, but said at last, 

'^ There's hope, though sad thy fate is ; 

Pray'rs you must say, and you must fast. 
Your peril very great is.** 

*' If penitent you call for aid. 
With much self-condemnation. 

No doubt but some way will be made 
For you, for your salvation. 

" Listen — as yet the fiend has not 
From out his bargains gained 

The benefits he might have got. 
Or by his craft obtained. 

'^ Against his great duplicity 
In vain have mortals striven ; 

His wiles would human skill defy. 
Unless some help were given. 
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^ Xo Ixnd or bargain has been nude 

B J bim with any mortal. 
But they^Te escap*d, though near they^TC paid 

Their debt at hell's grim portd. 

** Tis Teiy difficult I own 

In this case to advise yon. 
But if you trust in Him alone. 

The fiend can ne*er surpriae you. 

'' Wisdom win be TouchsaTd to tihee. 

Ne'er has it been refused; 
And in your dire extremity. 

The fiend will be confused." 

After more words of like intent. 

The hermit good and learned 
Back to hisoratory went. 

And Michael home returned. 

Oppreas'd with sorrow, sin, and shame. 

From him the tailor parted. 
Feeling, perhaps, than when he came 

A little more light-hearted. 
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The week, the day, the hour drew near; 

When noon the sun attained, 
Michael knew whom he had to fear. 

That dreadful thought remained. 

With Michael on that awful day, 
Martha would fain have tarried. 

But he would not permit her stay. 
And soon his point he carried. 

Says he, '* No, Mat, my pray*rs indeed 

Must not be thus disturbed ; 
Besides of quiet I have need. 
My mind is so perturbed." 

That morning he did supplicate. 

Without an intermission, 
That wisdom for the conflict great 

Might come at his petition. 

A distant chamber he'd secured, 
Because he wish'd seclusion, 

And firmly fast'ning it, ensur'd 
Himself against intrusion. 
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Scaxce had the sun meridian height 

Attain'd, when^ oh ! horrific. 
With rolling thunder came in sight 

The demon so terrific. 

** You're ready, I am ghid to find/* 

Said he in Yoice appalling ; 
" I'm not/' said Mike, " I'ye chang'd my mind. 

So there's no use yoor calling." 

** Hour now," load roar'd the sable chief, 

*' Are yon this pledge denying ? 
From my grasp wonld yon seek relief. 

And from yonr bond be flying ? " 

'' 'Tis troe that bond was sign'dby me," 

The tailor now commences, 
*' But then 'twas gained, don't you see ? 

By fraudulent pretences." 

" Base slave, in pleading you seemed skill'd, 

I soon will teach you better. 
Ton had your wishes all frilfill'd. 

Aye, even to the letter." 
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*' Mock me not, reptile, thus with all 

Your vain equivocation, 
BecatLse your gaia has chanced to fall 

Short of your expectation." 

Within the tailor seem'd to grow 

A courage quite surprising. 
And somehow, why he did not know. 

He felt his spirits rising. 

Says Mike again, " You knew full well 
That by this bond receipting, 

I nought should gain, and so I teU 
You plainly you've been cheating. 

" That great things are beyond your reach 

I cannot help believing. 
And that you've me with crafty speech 

Been shamefully deceiving. 

*' And so it was you prompted me. 

Nay, forc'd me ia a measure 
To throw away my wishes three. 

And thus to do thy pleasure." 
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'' Dost thou^ then^ for a moment doubt 

My power in this matter ? 
What make you all this noise about. 

With your unceasing chatter ? 

" Know then, that I this instant will 

Release you firom this contract. 
If I'm unable to fulfil 

The utmost of my compact/* 

^^ That all your promises are cheats, 

I vouch for, and I say it. 
To give a groat your pow'r defeats. 

Your two horns could not pay it. 

*^ My bond I therefore now request. 

For you know the condition 
Was, if you did not stand the test 

I was to have remission." 

" To prove that I can keep this bond. 

According to my offer. 
And show that nought's my pow'r beyond. 

Another wish I'll proffer ; 
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'^ Perhaps then satisfied you'll be. 
That you are past redemption ; 

And from this contract made with me. 
You can find no exemption. 

*^ Said I not, if I could not meet 
Your wishes most unbounded. 

And lay earth's treasures at your feet. 
My claim should be unfounded ? " 

" Yea, verily, you are quite right," 
The tailor quick assented. 

From dancing with extreme delight 
Himself he scarce prevented. 

" Then wish once more, and let it be 

No beggarly petition ; 
Ask wealth, or else demand of me. 

The height of your ambition." 

Then hastily the tailor said. 
With hurry he quite stutter'd ; 

The least delay he seem'd to dread 
Until the words were utter'd : 



■ '/„. ,„,H^/u.„/iH',//MJ,!,''> 



■ i:z \ . » 



\ 



'I 



V u ' i-j^ . '. '■*■* rf' 'I' 






*• ■ ■• 



< t A 



.\i.i ..' \ • ' t .! It 






.1 



*. *iVi\. 



rri 

1 -r 1. ii -^ .: .-'^ li • '• 



•.J 



'I' ' 



Av.'i.y ^>' '>('i t i: : 

V i 

Out- '^i t; -J • •\'i J •' '..-i .. 



L 111-' d.< <.mt 'J t 



/ ♦";!. . 



i/"' ■s/ 



'J li;a It: : 1) 



•J 






». ' 



THB DULB XJPO' DUN. 95 

" I wish, with all my heart iadeed. 

You back to hell were riding. 
This instant with the utmost speed 

That dun horse there bestriding. 

'' And never me may plague again 

Or other mortal wretched. 
Whom by the baits of wealth or gain 

You in your snares have catched." 

The demon gave a roar so loud. 

The house completely shaking ; 
For miles around the neighbours vow*d 

It set them aU a quaking. 

Away he went upon his course. 

The village quite amazing, 
Michael had seen this said dun horse 

Outside the window grazing. 

Unto the door the tailor ran. 

To watch the fiend departing ; 
So fuU of joy was he poor man. 

That he too was not starting. 
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Into the kitchen next he danc'd. 

With many a wild antic^ 
Where Mat was wond'ring what had chanc'd 

To make him go so frantic. 

His story then he did relate. 

Not one word he omitted ! 
Told how he'd 'scap'd his fearful fate. 

And how the fiend outwitted. 

Unto his former evil ways 

Mike never once returned. 
But benefited all his days 

By what he thus had learned. 

He happy lived for many years. 

After his reformation ; 
Of wealth he left, as it appears 

A large accumulation. 

And when no longer he was spar'd, 

He died with resignation. 
And all his cash was duly shared 

By ev'ry poor relation. 
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One of them Michael's old house bought^ 

A tapster's trade pursuing. 
And much was by the neighbours thought 

Of his October brewing. 

He chose for sign, and hung o'er head. 

The Dule upo' the Dun horse. 
And his strong ale by all was said 

To giye his jokes and fun force. 

Now reader, I will bring my task 

At once to a conclusion, 
And humbly will your pardon ask 

For such a long intrusion. 

Task, did I call it ? Nay don't frown. 

For in my estimation 
'Twill be a pleasure, if you crown 

It with your approbation. 

Pardon a trespass, far too great 

To be by you commended. 
Curtailment was denied by fate 

My tale would be extended. 
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My many faults must be set down 
Unto the Muse for choosing; 

Upon my work at times to fiown^ 
My confidence abusing. 

Farewell, for ever, if you say 
My gossip is unpleasant; 

If not, we'll meet some other day, 
Adieu, then, for the present. 
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